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Wager 
Josh loved being right. 


Out of all of life's most satisfying feelings - fathering a child, putting out a new album, letting the world know 
you aren't a man to be messed with - Josh was happiest when he was right. It suited him. Fit him like a good 
pair of shoes. He wore smug superiority well, and did so whenever he had the chance. Which was exactly what 


he was doing to Troy. 


"I told you, " he grinned, leaning back in his chair and tilting his face up into the cruel California sun. Shielding 


his eyes with one hand, Josh glanced back at Troy. 


| could smell it on him, you know. How much he wanted you. He might as well have tattooed it on his face, it 


was that clear." 


Scowling as best as he could, Troy shrugged and shifted on his knees, the hard wood of the faded deck 
scuffing his suit pants. He'd heard nothing but this exact same speech for the past week. He knew he owed 
Josh, and today was the day he got over himself and paid up. 


"Why didn't you believe me when | told you, Twizzle?" The nickname irritated Troy more than he could possibly 
say - although he couldn't possibly say anything right at that moment - and he pulled his upper lip back just a 
little. The slip and graze of his teeth let Josh know exactly how thin the ice beneath his feet was getting. 


"Joey loved you from the minute he set eyes on you, dude. | can't say | blame him. If I'd spent half my life 
hanging around Glen Danzig, with a nice vacation in prison to cap it off, | would have jumped on the first pretty 
boy | saw, too." 


That made him bite. Josh yelped softly and jumped in his seat, the wooden lawn chair creaking dangerously as 
he moved. The gentle burn of teeth grazing the side of his prick made him laugh, and his long fingers threaded 


into Troy's hair, warning him away from any more clever ideas. 
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"Okay, | deserved that. But you knew this wasn't going to be easy, Troy. You lost a bet. You took a risk. Should 
have had a little more faith in your boyfriend, my little Troy-toy." 


Another clever nickname. Josh was full of them. Troy kept his teeth in check this time but his eyes burned up 
at Josh with a none-too-subtle anger. True, he knew this wasn't going to be a picnic, but Josh didn't have to 
be such an asshole. He didn't have to be so..like Josh. 


Troy wished they weren't outside, although he knew why Josh had dragged him out here, kneeling him down on 
the sand-blasted decking. It wasn't the humiliation, even though D.C. coming home, or Nick showing up was a 
very real risk. No, Josh chose this spot to collect on his wager because it was the very place where the bet 
had been made. 


One year ago, beers in hands and sun setting over the desert. Joey had been in the studio with Nick, finishing 
up on a few things that Troy knew he'd never understand. Drum things. Bass things. It was all too brutal for 
him. But they would be finished soon, and Troy would go back to his apartment with his new boyfriend, and the 


band's new drummer, one Joey Castillo. That was when Josh decided to broker a little satisfaction for himself. 
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He really likes you.poor bastard’ Josh had said, laying his little trap. 


Are you sure he's not just affer me for..you know, sex? Fucking? Troy remembered chewing his lip as he asked 


the innocent question, because Josh had stared at his swollen, blushing mouth for the rest of the conversation 
He's smarter than that. He knows you won't put out for just anyone. He'll wait 


1 don't know. mean.he's got to have needs, right?’ The shine in Josh's eyes planted the doubt that led Troy to 
making the bet. He didn't even realize how fast he'd fallen into the trap. 


‘Then fell you what, Twizzle. lil make you a litte deal. You stick with Joey for a year. A whole year, got it? No 
chasing him off, boyfriend from hell bullshit. Just a normal relationshp, but without any leg-spreading on your part 


And if he can't see you for what a little catch you are, and splits before you two are together for a year.H give 
you my Wine Red Ovation. All yours. No strings attached." 


Josh had thought his little pun was hilarious, but Troy was too distracted to offer a humorless laugh. He could 
see the guitar in question over Josh's shoulder, resting in it's stand against the far wall. It wasn't that he 
couldn't afford the Ovation, just that..well, he'd never find one like it. Josh's was the only one he'd ever seen. 
And a guitar like that..well, it was worth almost.. 


‘So what if he does stay, huh? F dating me is worth a year without sex, and you win the bet, what do you want?" 


But Josh didn't have an answer for him then. He just smiled his Nordic, mysterious smile, and said he'd figure 


something out. 
Don't worry Twizzle. Im sure you have something | want that money cant buy.’ 
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Troy swallowed, his throat flexing against his mouthful, trying not to gag as his breathing slowed some. It was 
easier to focus on the sun pressing against his back, how it was probably going to fade his suit if he was out 
here much longer, than it was to think about fulfilling his end of the deal. He'd been shocked when Josh had 
come to him with this proposition, six months into the bet, but Troy was so sure Joey wouldn't stay that he'd 
had no problem agreeing to it. 


After all, it wasn't like he hadn't sucked cock before. He went down on Joey all the time. Hell, the poor guy 
wasn't getting laid, thanks to Troy's slightly frigid views of sex. He might as well get something And at least 
Josh didn't have that ring to choke on and click against his teeth.. 


Josh's hips bucked without warning and Troy tried to pull away, but the hand still in his hair held him fast. He 
gagged a little, more upset at losing his composure than anything else, and so slapped Josh on the thigh. 


"Hey, boyo. | told you to keep your hands behind your back. Don't want this to last any longer than it needs 
to..do you?" 


Troy rolled his eyes, shaking his head a little and letting his tongue rise to press on the underside of Josh's 
cock. It felt heavy, thick and full like Joey's, and he hardly had to hollow his cheeks to let it fill his mouth. He'd 
almost be enjoying himself, if Josh wasn't such an asshole. And that vivid patch of red hair in front of his 


face was so hard to look away from. 

Josh shifted again, his thighs tensing as the muscles in his abdomen contracted, lazy vines of pleasure winding 
their way up his spine. Ten fingers now stroked a path through black hair and Troy let him have the gentle 
touch. He knew Josh wouldn't ever get anything else from him. Not after this. 


Troy closed his eyes and let his head move freely back and forth, bobbing and rolling gently with the motions 


of Josh's hips. He gagged every few thrusts, more out of habit than lack of practice - Joey loved it when his 
prick was too long for Troy's sweet mouth - and Josh quickly picked up the pace. 


He groaned lowly, tilting his head back into the sun and lifting his hips as need outweighed lazy pleasure. Josh's 
fingers tightened in Troy's hair and he stiffened in the chair, stammering Troy's name and then growling it as 


he came. 


It was over quickly, more so than Troy had expected. He didn't cough, or choke, just swallowed carefully and 
sat back, wiping his bruised lips. Josh didn't try to hold him down, make it hurt, make it uncomfortable. He just 
lay back in the chair, eyes closed and chest rising slowly, basking in the warmth of his own righteous 


satisfaction. 


"Thanks, Twiz'. Its nice to see you're a man of your word. Say hi to Joey for me when you two go out on your 


little anniversary dinner tonight." 
Troy just sighed, rolling his eyes again. He'd expected something like that from Josh. He would even have been 
disappointed if he hadn't mentioned it. He stood and straightened shirt, dusted off his pants, and turned to 


leave. 


"So are you finally going to give it up for him tonight?" Josh continued, buttoning his fly and cocking his head 
to the side, sliding his hand through his red hair. 


"Or do you feel like making another yearly wager? Do you think Joey would stick around with the promise of 
your ass for another I2 months?" 


Troy stopped. He didn't turn to face him, instead just sliding his hands into his pockets and staring at the car 
he'd driven out to the ranch, the band's studio. Joey's car, his pride and joy. 


"Do you think he would have waited these last 12 month, if he'd known you were coming to him second hand? 


Pre-used goods?" standing now, Josh tilted his head to the side and smiled softly. 

"You know | wouldn't mind. At least | know where you've been Every man in my band with a guitar around his 
neck goes through the same initiation process. Nick did it, Brendan did it, and even you did, little Troy. | just 
wish I'd known then, what a big deal it was to you." 


That was enough to make Troy turn. He walked back up the deck, standing in front of Josh and matching his 


posture, arms folded and head cocked. 
"Say it, Josh. | dare you. Rub it in" 
Josh smiled again, slow and satisfied, stretching his back like a cat in the sun 


"Say what, Troy? All l'm getting at is, well.. had you first. It's only fair that | have you again one day, don't 


you think?" 


Ducking his head a little, Troy grinned to himself. Same old Josh. It didn't matter where he stuck his dick, he 


still treated everyone the same. 


"You'll never have me again, Josh" Troy reached up, fisting the front of Josh's shirt and yanking him down to 


his level. "And | don't want you. Any part of you. Starting with this." 


He cleared his throat, shook his hair back, and still with his hand twisted in Josh's shirt, spat in his face. Troy 
turned without waiting to see the shock register in Josh's eyes, walking off the deck and towards the car, not 


once glancing back. 
Josh sat back down in his chair, wiping his face with his shirt and letting his head loll back against the sanded 
planks of wood. He smiled to himself. Let Joey and Troy have each other. Let them have their dinner, fall in 


love, and eventually fuck. Let Joey hear how Troy squeals. 


Because Josh heard it first. And knowing that was the most satisfying feeling of all 


